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was to carry them home, throwing any bad ones
they had the luck to find far far out into the river,
seeing who could throw the furthest.
Then Aunt Lucia engaged a boy to carry home
the basket and marched her charges off the boat,
each munching the reddest of all the apples.
At home at five o'clock, there was a meal of
something more substantial than apples and then
homework round the big desk. Soon a loud mur-
mur rose from those aggravating people who do
lessons aloud, a trying custom in other lands be-
sides Poland. Those children had to learn their
lessons in Russian. Mathematics in Russian for
Polish children were even harder than usual.
French and German grammar was all in Russian
and words they did not know had to be looked
up in Russian dictionaries. They might, of course,
explain their difficulties to themselves in Polish,
but when the next morning came they had to say
the lesson iix Russian and to go through a geo-
metrical problem in a foreign language. They
had to write their essays in a tongue not their own
and to read French directly into Russian. Learn-
ing was a hard matter.
But Manya was a witch. She knew things by
magic without learning them; she had to read her
Russian verses only twice to know them without
a mistake, lucky scrap! But she was also a kind-
hearted scrap, for when her homework was done
under time, she would help other people through
their maze of difficulty. Not always, though. If
she got a chance, she would put a book between